BARBARIAN STORIES

thousands of spectators, to a rebel general, for in-
stance. And there was Zoe's first husband; both
Harald and Anastasia knew what had happened to
him on the day of his fall, when the mob got loose on
him. She had not been able to answer that laughter,
but now, now she could! The anger and revenge of
Emperors, the hideous fury of a crowd which has seen
some blood, and wants to see more, they were one
thing and bad enough. But this cold northern
curiosity, this interest that did not flare and pass, but
was prepared to observe everything and then remem-
ber and reason about it, that was another! And she
flinched and quivered and felt herself regarded by
the man who had been Captain of the Varangian
Guard. At last she had to speak, it was torn out of
her. 'What are you going to do with me, Harald?'
It was horrible how the tone of her words to him had
changed already.

He said: 'Listen/

So she listened. There were voices, but not much
else. She shook her head, trying to read from him
what it could be. Yes, there was something missing
from the ship-sounds. She said: 'They have stopped
rowing/

He said: *We are waiting for the fishing-boats to
come by/

'To take you home to Aunt Zoe. To tell her from
me that she is an old fool who cannot stop me from
doing whatever I choose/

270